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"  Thou  should'st  be  with  us  now. 
With  us  ?    We  wrong  thee  by  the  earthly    thought 

Could  our  fond  gaze  but  follow  where  thou  art, 
Well  might  the  glories  of  this  world  seem  nought 

To  the  one  promise  given  to  the  pure  in  heart." 


SERMON. 


"The  Almighty  hath  dealt  very  bitterly  with  me  ;  I  went 

OUT  FULL,  AND  THE  LoRD  HATH  BROUGHT  ME  HOME  EMPTY."   "  It  IS 

the  Lord;  let  him  do  what  seemeth  him  good."  —  Euth  i.  20, 
21,  and  1  Samuel  hi.  15. 

Not  many  years  ago,  a  certain  traveller  put  up  at  a 
certain  hotel,  in  a  certain  city,  and,  in  the  dusk  of  the 
evening,  took  a  walk,  to  gaze  upon  its  interesting 
sights.  Not  far,  however,  had  he  proceeded  in  his 
wanderings,  ere  he  arrived  at  a  certain  wall,  and, 
looking  over,  saw  that  he  had  come  to  a  graveyard. 
Turning  into  another  street,  he  soon  reached  a  wall 
again,  and  found  it  was  the  same  burial-place.  He 
went  on,  and  again,  to  his  great  surprise,  the  winding 
and  crossing  of  the  street,  brought  him  up,  the  third 
time,  to  that  same  dead  wall.  Go  where  he  would,  he 
couldn't  seem  to  get  away  therefrom.  And  the  melan- 
choly fact  was  to  him,  and  it  should  be  to  us,  a  very 
solemn  and  profitable  lesson.  His  chief  object  in  walk- 
ing out,  was  to  see  some  of  the  fine  public  buildings,  to 
look  at  the  costly  mansions  of  the  merchant  princes,  and 
to  examine  various  works  of  art ;  but  nothing  arrested 
his  attention  like  that  old  cemetery.     It  appeared  to 


him,  as  it  were,  to  fence  up  each  street  of  the  crowded 
city.  Nor  could  he  erase  the  impression  from  his 
mind,  that  whatever  else  he  might  meet  with,  he  was 
sure  everywhere  to  find  the  burying-ground,  and  the 
silent  tombs,  —  those  narrow,  sepulchral  homes,  ap- 
pointed for  all  the  living. 

And  so  it  is  with  the  rest  of  mankind,  without  an 
individual  exception.  The  majority  of  life's  events  are 
uncertain.  Some  of  them  may,  and  others  may  not, 
happen.  But  death  is  sure  eventually  to  come. 
"  There's  no  discharge  in  that  war."  Go  where  we 
may,  in  town  or  country,  if  human  footsteps  have 
marked  the  soil  before  us,  travel  East  or  West,  North 
or  South,  journey  by  day  or  by  night,  on  business  or 
for  pleasure,  we  can't  get  far  removed  from  the  grave- 
yard. Why,  my  friends,  you  are  liable  to  come  sud- 
denly up  to  the  wall,  and  to  the  open  gate,  not  only 
when  you  are  in  the  funeral  procession,  but  when  you 
least  expect  it ;  yea,  you  are  liable,  any  clay,  to  be 
buried  there,  leaving  sympathizing  friends  behind,  to 
shed  the  bitter  tear  of  sad  bereavement.  No  one,  by 
turning  into  some  cross  street,  or  by-way,  can  avoid  it. 
Even  "the  path  of  glory  leads  but  to  the  grave." 
There  it  is,  right  before  you,  staring  you,  so  to  speak, 
full  in  the  face.  It  may  take  a  little  longer,  or  a  little 
shorter  period  of  time  to  reach  the  wall,  but  when 
seeming  to  leave  it,  by  taking  another  path,  like  that 
stranger  in  the  city,  we  are  sure  of  being  brought  dead 
against  it,  ultimately,  more  perchance  to  our  surprise 
and  astonishment  than  it  was  to  his.  For  when  a 
person  feels  the  most  secure,  there  may  be  but  a  step 
between  him  and  death.     And  when  loving  his  friends 


the  most  tenderly  and  deeply,  and  receiving  the  most  of 
their  love  in  return,  and  when  feeling  most  the  need  of 
the  continuance  of  their  dear  society,  their  kindly  coun- 
sels, and  their  fond  companionship,  it  may  prove  to  he, 
alas  !  just  prior  to  their  dissolution. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  that  I  inform  you  why  I  am 
here  to-day  to  preach  in  this  house.  You  all  know,  it 
is  presumed,  of  that  providence  of  God,  which,  in 
Stoneham,  the  place  of  my  settlement,  terminated,  at  the 
early  age  of  twenty,  the  life  of  a  native  and  former  resi- 
dent of  Dracut,  and  that  her  lifeless  remains  were 
brought  from  thence  hither  for  interment,  at  her  request. 
Doubtless,  you  have  wept  here,  as  many  of  us  have 
there,  in  view  of  the  removal,  — premature,  as  we  finite 
beings  are  accustomed  to  think,  and  inclined  to  say, — 
of  one  so  lovely  and  so  useful  as  was  Sophronia  Latham. 
And  if  I  can  say  aught,  in  this  hastily-prepared  ser- 
mon, that  can  impart  consolation  to  the  bereaved  and 
sorrow-stricken  companion,  who  has  so  lately  exchanged 
the  endearing  name  of  husband,  for  the  desolate  one  of 
widower,  or  if  I  can  offer  remarks  that  will  prove  bene- 
ficial to  other  relatives,  and  acquaintances,  or  even  to 
strangers,  I  shall  rejoice  in  having  left  my  own  partic- 
ular field  of  labor  to  be  with  you,  beloved  friends,  on 
the  present  occasion. 

It  is  not  a  great  while,  not  many  years,  at  least, 
since  our  departed  sister  was  seen  at  the  hymeneal 
altar,  with  the  bloom  of  youth  upon  her,  healthful  and 
happy.     Yes : 

"  There  was  she,  not  long  ago,  with  the  loved  one  by  her  side, 
Who  held  her  trembling  hand  in  his,  and  claimed  her  as  his  bride  ; 
He  gazed  with  love  ttpon  her,  as  he  breathed  his  marriage  vow, 
While  a  tear  gleamed  on  her  eye-lid,  a  smile  beamed  on  her  brow." 


0 


But  on  the  fourteenth  day  of  last  July,  the  never-to- 
be-forgotten  day  of  her  burial, 

"  We  saw  her  in  a  coffin,  and  her  husband  near  her  side, 
He  who  had  sought  her  warmest  love,  and  won  her  for  his  bride  ; 
The  seal  of  death  was  on  her  lips,  and  cheeks,  and  noble  brow, 
That  brow,  and  cheek,  and  ruby  lips,  were  cold  as  marble  now. 
I  knew  his  heart  was  desolate,  that  earthly  joy  had  fled, 
As  in  mute  agony  he  stood  beside  the  peaceful  dead ; 
And  I  knew  life's  path  is  darkened,  knew  that  the  silent  tomb 
Will  throw  a  shadow,  deep  and  dark,  o'er  all  his  years  to  come." 

I  have  been  invited  to  deliver  a  funeral  discourse  to- 
day, by  one  whose  former  cheerful  and  precious  home 
was  among  you,  and  others  in  this  neighborhood  that 
have  since  deceased,  or  left  for  parts  remote,  one  who 
spent  some  of  the  first  months  of  his  wedded  life  here  in 
this  goodly  town,  rejoicing  in  his  chosen  companion,  and 
anticipating  many  pleasant  years  to  come,  but  who, 
after  he  "  went  out  full "  of  joy  to  reside  elsewhere  for 
a  season,  has  been  "  brought  home  again,"  by  the  Lord's 
providence,  on  a  mournful  errand,  "  emptied  "  of  all 
conjugal  blessedness,  and  burdened  with  an  inexpres- 
sible weight  of  grief. 

And  I  can  think  of  no  more  appropriate  words  of 
Inspiration  wherefrom  to  address  you  this  afternoon, 
than  the  significant  language  of  the  text,  already  intro- 
duced to  your  notice  :  "  The  Almighty  hath  dealt  very 
bitterly  with  me  ;  I  went  out  full,  and  the  Lord  hath 
brought  me  home  again  empty."  "  It  is  the  Lord  ;  let 
him  do  what  seemeth  him  good." 

Every  person  who  admits  the  truthful  and  sublime 
doctrine  of  Providence,  an  overruling,  superintending, 


all-controlling  Providence,  will  not  hesitate  to  acknowl- 
edge, that  the  numberless  events  transpiring  in  our 
world,  both  great  and  small,  are  either  directly  ordered 
and  occasioned,  or  wisely  permitted  and  regulated,  by 
a  kind,  benevolent,  and  merciful  God.  But  a  careful 
view  thereof  is  needful,  in  order  that  substantial  conso- 
lation be  derived  amid  earth's  manifold  vicissitudes. 
Then  only  is  the  idea  of  Divine  Providence  adapted  to 
the  exigencies  of  human  life,  when  it  is  considered  as 
embracing  the  whole  system  of  our  affairs,  from  begin- 
ning to  end,  watching  over  each  member  of  our  families, 
as  well  as  mighty  kingdoms,  caring  for  the  lowliest 
peasant  in  his  cottage,  as  well  as  the  haughtiest  mon- 
arch on  his  throne. 

Some  of  the  mysterious  dispensations  of  our  Heavenly 
Father,  are  far  above  and  beyond  man's  feeble  compre- 
hension ;  so  that,  from  an  indistinct  and  partial  glance 
at  them,  we  cannot  understand  how  they  are  reconcil- 
able with  the  Law  of  Love,  and  the  righteous  principles 
of  eternal  rectitude.  But  there  is  nothing,  however 
adverse  for  the  time  being,  which  Omnipotent  Goodness 
cannot  render  subservient  to  the  most  beneficent  designs. 
Hence,  the  afflicted  should  cultivate  that  resigned  and 
unresisting  state  of  mind,  enabling  them  to  exclaim  with 
Eli,  "It  is  the  Lord;  let  him  do  what  seemeth  him 
good  ;  "  with  Job,  "  The  Lord  gave ;  the  Lord  hath 
taken  away  ;  blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord  ;  "  and 
with  the  meek,  patient,  suifering  Saviour,  "  Not  my 
will,  but  thine,  0  God,  be  done."  Thus  can  one  avoid 
being  disheartened  and  disconsolate  in  the  dark  day  of 
adversity,   calmly  and  sweetly  resting    on  the    divine 
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promises,   like  a  confiding  child  on   the  bosom  of  its 
mother  ! 

Extremely  difficult,  and  next  to  impossible,  as  cheer- 
ful acquiescence  and  entire  submissiveness  may  some- 
times seem,  they  are,  nevertheless,  practicable  and 
attainable  through  the  aid  of  Almighty  grace,  and  have 
been  beautifully  exemplified  in  the  behavior  of  thous- 
ands who  have  reverently  bowed  to  the  will  of  One  who 
never  errs,  praising  him  when  depriving  them  of  com- 
forts, as  well  as  when  bestowing  them.  They  had  orig- 
nally  their  own  favorite  plans  and  darling  wishes,  with 
the  accomplishment  of  which,  they  have  been  connecting 
their  fondest  hopes  of  temporal  enjoyment ;  but  it 
pleased  the  Infinite  Father  to  frustrate  and  demolish  the 
same,  and  they  have  "  learned  to  be  content,"  kissing 
the  loving  hand  that  deals  the  blow  severe,  and  saying, 
with  the  Psalmist,  David,  "  I  was  dumb  ;  I  opened  not 
my  mouth  ;  because  thou  didst  it." 

"  The  joys  that  from  religion  flow, 
Like  stars  that  gild  the  night, 
Amidst  the  blackest  glooms  of  woe 
Smile  forth  with  sweetest  light. 


"  Religion's  ray  can  nought  obscure, 
But  o'er  the  Christian's  soul, 
It  sends  its  radiance  calm  and  pure, 
Though  tempests  round  it  roll. 


"  His  heart  may  break  with  sorrow's  stroke,  — 
But  to  its  latest  thrill, 
Like  diamonds  shining  when  they're  broke, 
Religion  lights  it  still ! " 


In  the  Book  of  Inspiration,  we  find  it  recorded,  that 
"  men  behold  not  the  bright  light  in  the  clouds,  hut  the 
wind  passeth  and  cleanseth  them."  And  well  has  the 
author  of  that  interesting  little  work,  titled,  "  The 
Cloud  with  the  Silver  Lining ,"  said,  that  "on  all  of  us,  at 
some  moment  of  our  lives,  has  rested,  and  there  will  rest, 
it  may  he,  again,  a  heavy  cloud,  hut  gazing  on  it  with 
the  eyes  of  faith  and  trust,  we  shall  see,  through  its  dark- 
ness, a  silver  lining.  Trials  are  hut  blessings  in  disguise. 
Each  cloud  which  shadows  our  life  comes  charged  with 
some  good.  If  we  would  look  at  it  without  shrinking, 
we  should  pierce  its  darkness,  and  see  the  light  behind  ; 
we  should  recognize  some  warning,  or  some  chastening, 
which  makes  us  more  the  children  of  our  Heavenly 
Father,  and  speaks  to  us  of  his  abounding  love.  It 
may  be,  that  in  a  gay  and  prosperous  life  here,  we  are 
forgetting  another.  So  dazzled  are  our  eyes  by  this 
world's  brightness,  we  need  the  shadowing  of  the  cloud, 
to  speak  to  us  of  that  other  ;  it  is  the  cloud  that  is  lead- 
ing us  through  the  wilderness  of  life  to  the  Land  of 
Promise.  How,  then,  can  we  fail  to  acknowledge  its 
use,  or  be  so  blind  we  cannot  perceive  its  light  ?  Pur- 
suing our  journey  with  patience,  running  cheerfully  the 
race  that  is  set  before  us,  we  shall  find,  that  out  of  evil 
cometh  good,  and  that  the  eye  of  faith  can  see  through 
all  clouds  their  silver  lining." 

And,  says  Father  Brighthopes,  in  that  recently-pub- 
lished story  of  the  Old  Clergyman's  Vacation,  "  I  have 
reason  to  bless  the  wisdom  that  rained  upon  my  head 
the  gracious  sufferings  of  which  I  complained  so  bitterly 
at  the  time.     Truly,  '  whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  chas- 
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teneth.'  Steel  gets  its  temper  from  the  furnace.  What 
is  gold  good  for,  unless  it  has  been  fused  and  ham- 
mered ?  All  our  trials  are  teachers.  These  temptations 
form  themselves  into  a  sort  of  Examining  Committee,  to 
see  how  much  we  have  learned  by  the  discipline,  and  to 

see  how  strong  we  are When  earth  is  dark,  we 

look  up.  .  .  .  .  .In  the  gloomy  valley  of  the  present,  we 

joyfully  turn  our  sight  to  the  soft  blue  hills  of  an  infi- 
nite future.  Clouds  now  and  then  overcast  the  sky  ; 
but  the  sun  shines  forever.  So  there  is  an  eternal  Sun 
of  Love  pouring  floods  of  blessed  light  upon  our  souls 
continually,  notwithstanding  the  misty  sorrows  that 
sometimes  float  between,  and  cast  their  momentary 
shades.  Yes,  continued  the  old  man,  warming  and 
glowing  with  the  theme,  I  bless  God  for  whatever  I 
have  suffered,  as  all  of  you  will,  some  day,  when  you 
look  back  and  see  the  uses  of  affliction.  It  seems  to 
me,  that  the  happiest  souls  in  heaven  must  be  those  who 
have  suffered  most  here  on  earth  ;  patiently,  I  mean, 
and  not  with  the  habitual  murmurings  which  harden 
and  embitter  the  heart."  Much  of  meaning,  suggestive 
and  practical,  is  there  in  the  words  of  the  poet,  who 
says  : 

"  There  is  no  sunshine  that  has  not  its  shade, 
Nor  shadow  that  the  sunshine  hath  not  made ; 
There  is  no  cherished  comfort  of  the  heart, 
That  doth  not  own  its  tearful  counterpart. 

Thus,  through  a  perfect  balance,  constant  flow 
The  sharp  extremes  of  joy,  and  those  of  woe ; 
Our  sweetest,  best  repose,  results  from  strife, 
And  death,  what  is  it,  after  all,  but  life  ?  " 
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Now,  I  belong  to  the  hoping  generation —  "hoping 
on,  hoping  ever,"  —  as  perhaps  some  of  you  are 
aware,  —  always  expecting  present  evil  to  be  overruled 
for  future  good,  and  hence  deeming  it  wrong  not  to  be 
resigned^  and  cheerful,  too,  in  the  darkest  of  days,  even 
when  clouds  envelop  the  whole  horizon  of  our  short- 
sighted vision,  threatening  to  burst  with  fury  on  our 
heads.  The  experience  and  the  observation  of  a  short 
life  have  taught  me,  that,  behind  or  near  each  and 
every  cloud  that  darkens  the  pathway  of  man,  shines  a 
blessed  sun,  and  that,  out  of  apparent  evil  oftimes  cometh 
the  greatest  amount  of  good.  Dear  friends,  "  amid  my 
list  of  blessings  infinite,  stand  this  the  first  and  foremost, 
that  my  heart  hath  bled  ;  when  pain  can't  bless,  Heaven 
quits  us  in  despair !  "  Had  it  not  been  for  some  of  the 
keenest  trials  connected  with  my  own  past  history,  I 
should  probably  never  have  been  a  preacher  of  the 
gospel,  nor  enjoyed  the  intense  satisfaction  which 
none  but  a  Pastor  knows,  of  seeing  sinners  turning 
to  Christ,  and  the  church  of  God  enlarged,  in  the 
field  of  his  ministerial  labors.  Though  at  times  "  the 
wind  may  be  contrary,"  and  one  may  be  tempted  to 
say,  with  Jacob,  "  All  these  things  are  against  me," 
and,  with  Job,  "  Wherefore  hast  thou  made  all  men  in 
vain,"  and  with  Jonah,  *'I  do  well  to  be  angry,  even 
unto  death."  Faith  in  lively  exercise  can  enable 
us  to  see  a  brilliant  Bow  of  Hope  painted  on  the 
blackest  cloud  by  a  pencil  dipped  in  the  colors  of 
Paradise,  as  a  pledge,  that  the  soul  shall  not  be 
overwhelmed.  Dark  and  heavy  though  earth's  storm- 
clouds  may  lower,  yet  amidst  their  deepening,  thick- 
ening shades,   some  streaks  of  sunlight  may  be  per- 
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ceived  by  each  discerning  eye.  There  are  some  bits 
of  comfort  commingled  with  the  sorest  trials,  some 
honey-drops  in  the  sourest  of  gall  and  wormwoods  some 
rainbow  to  paint  the  heavens  with  brightness,  after  the 
severest  tempest  is  over.     Therefore, 

"  Welcome  alike  the  crown  or  cross  ; 
Trouble  I  cannot  ask,  nor  peace, 
Nor  toil,  nor  rest,  nor  gain,  nor  loss, 

Nor  joy,  ror  grief,  nor  pain,  nor  ease, 
Nor  life,  nor  death.  ■ —  I  leave  it  all  1o  God  alone, 
Father,  thy  only  will  on.  earth  be  done  ! " 


During  the  past  year,  an  interesting  young  lady,  the 
only  child  of  an  impenitent  man  in  my  congregation, 
was  taken  sick  and  died.  All  regarded  it  as  a  most 
mournful  and  mysterious  event.  About  the  only  remark 
that  I  could  make  amid  the  fast-flowing  tears  and  unut- 
terable sadness  of  the  funeral  occasion,  was  a  quotation 
from  the  writings  of  David,  "  I  was  dumb  ;  I  opened 
not  my  mouth,  because  thou  didst  it."  The  father  was 
well  nigh  distracted  and  heart-broken.  Never  did  man 
or  woman  love  a  child  jnore  than  he.  Completely  bound 
up  was  he  in  this  lovely  daughter,  not  imagining  that 
she  could  die  first.  And  now,  he  said,  with  sobbings 
and  cryings,  such  as  you  seldom  notice  among  men,  that 
his  all  was  gone,  and  that  the  world  looked  gloomy 
indeed,  and  utterly  devoid  of  happiness  for  him.  He  was 
then  led  to  inquire,  if  there  was  no  object  in  the  uni- 
verse, whereon  he  could  place  his  affections,  that  would 
never  leave  him.  After  several  weeks  of  deep  anxiety, 
he  was  enabled,  at  the  advanced  age  of  three-score 
years,  to  give  himself  to  Christ  and  the  church,  to 
transfer  those  strong  affections  from  his  daughter  to  his 
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Saviour  ;  and  now  he  has  become  one  of  the  happiest 
of  all  happy  Christians.  The  loss  of  a  child  was 
the  means,  under  God,  of  the  eternal  salvation  of  his 
soul,  and  through  him,  we  trust,  of  the  saving  of  many 
others. 

A  few  months  ago,  I  visited  the  Institution  for  the 
Blind,  in  the  city  of  New  York.  A  pious  inmate,  who 
had  never  seen  a  ray  of  light,  yet  who  is  one  of  the  most 
gifted  writers  of  the  day,  conducted  me  through  the  dif- 
ferent apartments  of  those  two  large  buildings,  —  an 
instance  of  the  blind  being  a  guide  to  the  seeing,  — 
conversing,  meanwhile,  of  God's  goodness,  and  her  own 
daily  enjoyments.  I  commenced  speaking  to  this  blind 
young  lady,  of  the  pity  which  I  felt  for  the  unfortunate 
class  of  persons  to  which  she  belonged,  deprived  so 
lamentably  of  their  natural  eye-sight,  and  shut  out  from 
the  pleasant  light  of  day.  "  0,"  remarked  she,  "we 
hardly  need  your  pity  ;  and  we  can  hardly  be  desig- 
nated as  unfortunate.  Jesus  said  of  one  blind  from  his 
birth,  that  '  it  was  for  the  glory  of  God  that  this  man 
was  born  blind,'  and  so  it  is  for  the  glory  of  God,  and 
the  highest  welfare  of  many  of  us,  that  we  have  been 
stricken  with  blindness  ;  while  heaven  itself  will  be  a 
greater  gain  to  us  than  to  you,  because  that,  then,  for 
the  first  time  in  our  history,  we  shall  be  favored  with 
light." 

Verily,  "the  sufferings  of  the  present  time  are  not 
worthy  to  be  compared  with  the  glory  that  shall  be  re- 
vealed." Dr.  Nelson,  author  of  a  celebrated  book  on 
Infidelity,  and  one  of  the  "  excellent  of  the  earth," 
seemed,  while  below,  to  live  another  and  a  higher  life 
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in  the  contemplation  of  infinite  purity  and  happiness 
above.  A  friend  of  his  once  related  the  following  im- 
pressive incident  concerning  him  :  They  had  been  trav- 
elling through  a  summer's  forenoon,  on  one  of  the  prai- 
ries of  the  West,  and  had  laid  down  to  rest  beneath  a 
solitary  tree.  The  Doctor  lay  for  a  long  time,  silently 
looking  upward  through  the  opening  in  the  boughs,  into 
the  still  heavens,  when  he  repeated  these  lines,  in  a  low 
tone,  as  communing  with  himself  in  view  of  the  wonders 
he  described  : 

"  O  the  joys  that  are  there,  mortal  eye  hath  not  seen"; 
O  the  songs  they  sing  there,  with  hosannas  between  ; 
O  the  thrice  blessed  song  of  the  Lamb  and  of  Moses ! 
O,  brightness  on  brightness !  the  pearl-gate  uncloses ; 
O,  white  wings  of  angels  !  O,  fields  white  with  roses  ! 
O  white  tents  of  peace,  where  the  rapt  soul  reposes  5 
O  the  waters  so  still,  and  the  pastures  so  green  ! " 

One  of  the  minor  reasons  why  heaven  seems  so  desir- 
able a  place  for  an  eternal  residence,  is  because  of  its 
entire  freedom  from  all  liability  to  those  accidental 
circumstances  which  beset  our  mortal  and  probationary 
state.  The  people  of  my  own  neighborhood  have  been 
exceedingly  shocked  of  late,  by  the  sudden  death  of  one 
of  our  townsmen,  who,  by  coming  in  contact  with  an  Ex- 
press train  of  cars,  was  hurried  out  of  the  world  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye,  without  even  so  much  as  leaving  a 
body  for  burial !  Kecent  papers  have  saddened  our 
hearts,  by  informing  us  of  three  men  who  fell  asleep  in 
a  boat  on  the  Niagara  Eiver,  which  got  adrift,  floated 
into  the  rapid  current,  and  rushed  over  the  Falls,  so 
that  all  attempts  to  rescue  them  proved  utterly  unavail- 
ing.    We  have  read,  during  the  past  few  months,  of 


15 


more  sacrifices  of  life  by  railroad  accidents,  and  steam- 
boat disasters,  than  have  ever  occurred  before  in  the 
same  length  of  time,  to  say  nothing  of  an  unusual  num- 
ber of  buildings  demolished,  and  people  killed  in  our 
own  State,  and  States  adjacent,  of  late,  by  tornadoes, 
whirlwinds,  violent  hail-storms,  and  destructive  hurri- 
canes. We  have  just  heard,  moreover,  of  an  earth- 
quake, —  and  I  refer  not  to  the  one  in  Portland,  the 
other  day,  waking  up  the  people  early  on  a  Sabbath 
morning,  by  its  distinct  rumblings  through  the  city,  — 
but  to  a  more  terrible  one  at  Shiraz,  in  Persia,  a  few 
weeks  ago,  whereby  from  ten  to  fifteen  thousand  of  the 
inhabitants  were  destroyed. 

And  if  you  will  call  at  the  parsonage  occupied  by  my 
unworthy  self,  you  can  be  shown  a  fragment  of  a  broken 
looking-glass,  picked  up  by  me  in  one  of  those  crushed 
cars,  which  run  off  the  track  on  the  Western  Railroad, 
while  some  of  us  were  returning  from  the  Springfield 
Temperance  Convention,  a  piece  of  a  mirror,  preserved 
as  a  relic,  into  which  you  may  look  and  see  where  you 
also  might  have  been,  to  meet  with  an  instantaneous 
death,  but  for  the  providence  of  God  in  keeping  you  at 
home  !  But  in  yonder  heaven  the  most  perfect  safety 
shall  be  forever  ensured  : 


"In  that  blest  kingdom  we  shall  be 
From  every  mortal  trouble  free ; 
No  sigh  shall  mingle  with  the  songs, 
Resounding  from  immortal  tongues. 

No  accidents,  nor  raging  foes, 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose, 
No  midnight  shade,  no  clouded  sun, 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon." 
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On  earth  "man  dieth,  and  the  mourners  go  about  the 
streets ;  "  but  it  is  a  cheering  thought,  that  no  funeral 
procession  will  ever  pass  along  through  the  golden 
streets  of  the  New  Jerusalem  ;  that  never  will  the 
crystal  pavements  of  yon  celestial  city  echo  to  the  rum- 
bling wheels  of  a  corpse-laden  hearse.  Never  will  a 
grave  be  dug  among  the  garden-bowers  of  the  promised 
land  of  Canaan  ;  never  will  a  tomb-stone  arise  to  cast 
its  chilling  shadows  on  the  heavenly  plains,  or  among 
the  heavenly  hills  ;  yea,  glory  to  God !  never  will  a 
sepulchre,  for  the  entombment  of  the  dead,  be  found  in 
all  those  blissful  regions.  For,  as  saith  the  Book  of 
Revelation,  ' '  There  shall  be  no  more  death  —  no  more 
death." 

Mrs.  Henry  L.  Latham,  of  Stoneham,  formerly  Miss 
Sophronia  Austin,  of  Dracut,  was  one  of  the  most  amia- 
ble and  lovable  persons  with  whom  it  has  ever  been  my 
good  fortune  to  form  an  acquaintance — having  first  met 
with  her  a  little  more  than  a  year  ago,  at  the  funeral  of 
an  infant  child,  by  the  early  removal  of  which,  she  and 
its  father  were  instrumental,  under  Glod,  of  increasing 
the  population  and  the  bliss  of  heaven.  She  sustained 
her  loss  then  with  becoming  fortitude,  and  doubtless, 
in  connection  with  other  disciplinary  trials,  it  helped  to 
fit  her  for  her  own  departure  to  the  spirit-land.  With 
the  Shunamite  woman,  she  could  say,  "It  is  well  with 
the  child  ;  "  and  with  another,  "  I  shall  go  to  him,  but 
he  will  not  return  to  me."  And  she  has  gone.  Yet  it 
does  seem  as  though  she  must  have  been  selected,  for 
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the  grave  and  for  eternity,  on  the  principle,  that  "  the 
good  die  first,"  and  that  "  death  loves  a  shining  mark/' 


"  Sister,  thou  wast  mild  and  lovely, 
Gentle  as  the  summer  breeze, 
Pleasant  as  the  air  of  evening, 
When  it  floats  among  the  trees. 


Dearest  sister,  thou  hast  left  us, 
Here  thy  loss  "we  deeply  feel, 

But  'tis  God  that  hath  bereft  us, 
He  can  all  our  sorrows  heal." 


We,  of  Stoneham,  should  have  been  glad  to  have  re- 
tained that  precious  corpse  of  hers  in  our  village  ceme- 
tery till  the  morning  of  the  day  of  resurrection,  making 
that  spot  of  ground  seem  all  the  more  sacred  and  hal- 
lowed to  those  who  knew  her.  But  it  was  thought  more 
advisable  and  appropriate  to  convey  it  into  your  pleasant 
town,  that  it  might  here  sleep,  side  by  side,  with  rela- 
tives and  kindred,  till  the  archangel's  trump  shall 
summon  all  the  bodies  of  the  dead  to  leave  their  rest- 
ing-places in  the  grave,  and  stand  before  the  Son  of 
Man. 

I  visited  her  repeatedly  during  her  last  illness,  to  read 
the  Scriptures,  converse,  and  pray  with  her,  and,  al- 
though at  times  she  was  harassed  with  doubts  and  fears, 
deeply  lamenting,  —  as  all  have  more  or  less  occasion 
to  do  on  beds  of  death,  — past  unfaithfulness,  yet  her 
hopes  seemed  to  be  brightening,  her  faith  strengthening, 
her  trust  in  Christ,  and  resignation  to  the  will  of  God, 
gradually  increasing,  till  life's  close  ;  and  we  could  but 
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regard  her  as  a  converted  person  ;  and  feel  that  for  her 
was  laid  up  a  crown  of  glory,  which  the  Lord,  the  righ- 
teous Judge,  shall  give  to  all  who  love  and  serve  him. 

She  was  once  baptized  and  received  on  trial,  as  she 
told  me,  by  a  Methodist  church  in  Lowell ;  and  had  she 
continued  to  remain  in  the  same  neighborhood,  or  had 
she  found  a  church  of  that  persuasion  where  she  after- 
wards located,  and  come  into  full  communion  and  life- 
long membership  therewith,  or  had  she  only  seen  her 
way  clear  to  join  another  evangelical  denomination,  she 
would  doubtless  have  grown  in  grace  with  greater  rapid- 
ity, accomplished  a  still  larger  amount  of  good,  and  died 
a  more  jubilant  and  triumphant  death.  Let  others 
learn  a  practical  lesson  therefrom,  ere  it  be  too 
late  to  learn  it,  even  now  while  in  strength  and 
healthfulness  of  mind  and  body.  Let  the  husband 
of  her  who  is  now  no  more,  remember  not  only  the 
pious  teachings  of  a  clerical  father,  and  a  godly  mother, 
but  the  affectionate,  Christian  suggestions  of  a  dying 
partner,  whose  chief  solicitude  for  him,  and  the  remain- 
ing child,  and  other  friends,  both  far  and  near,  was,  that 
that  their  peace  might  be  made  with  Grod,  and  their 
lives  devoted  to  him  till  called  to  rest  in  heaven. 

Beloved  sister,  thou  hast  quit  these  mortal  shores ; 
freed  art  thou  from  all  the  infirmities  of  a  diseased  and 
feeble  body,  and  we  cannot  find  it  in  our  hearts  to  wish 
thee  back  again  to  earth,  and  earthly  troubles  ;  and  yet, 
methinks  if  thy  purified  spirit  should  now  return  to 
Stoneham,  or  to  Dracut,  and  whisper  its  melting  tones 
in  survivor's  ears,  the  Avords  of  counsel  and  advice  would 
be,  "  Shed  not  for  me  those  many  tears  ;  I'm  better  off 
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by  far  than  e'er  before  ;  while  you  tarry  in  the  flesh  be 
faithful,  0  be  faithful  to  yourselves,  the  church,  the 
world,  and  God,  and  be  sure  to  meet  me  in  the  realms  of 
bliss  !  "  Yes,  sister  dear,  we'll  strive  to  follow  in  the 
straight  and  narrow  way,  and  heaven  to  us  will  be  all 
the  more  attractive,  because  we  believe  thou  art  among 
its  glorified  inhabitants  ! 

And  yet,  'tis  hard,  it  must  be  hard,  for  the  youthful 
companion  who  had,  just  commenced,  with  a  kindred 
spirit,  tasting  the  sweets  of  matrimonial  enjoyment,  and 
the  pleasures  of  the  domestic  relation,  and  hard  for 
the  fond  parents,  even  though  she  was  but  one  of  six- 
teen children,  and  hard  for  the  many  young  friends  of 
her  early  days,  —  I  say,  hard  indeed  must  it  be  for 
these,  her  former  connexions  and  associates,  to  check 
the  rising  tear  of  disappointed  hope,  while  memory  is 
busily  performing  its  sadful  office-works  and  you  call  to 
recollection  all  those  past  endearing  scenes,  wherein  you 
have,  in  clays  now  fled  forever,  taken  so  active  a  part 
with  the  departed  dead ;  especially  as  he,  who  is  the 
most  sorely  afflicted,  thinks  how  he  "went  out  full," 
like  Naomi  of  old,  and  like  her,  has  "  come  back  again 
empty."  0,  that  with  the  author  of  the  latter  part  of 
our  text,  he  and  all  concerned  may  be  enabled  to  say, 
from  the  heart,  "  It  is  the  Lord ;  let  him  do  what  seemeth 
him  good." 

A  true-hearted  wife,  an  affectionate  mother,  an  at- 
tached daughter,  a  loving  sister,  a  warm  and  much- 
esteemed  friend,  has  left  you  at  the  bidding  of  the  mes- 
senger of  death  ;  and  never  more  below  can  you  gaze^ 
as  aforetime,  on  that  prepossessing  countenance  of  hers, 


20 


lighted  up  with  smiles  of  sympathy,  or  enjoy  the  dear 
delights  of  her  prized  companionship.  But  you  still 
have  the  same  Word  of  Truth,  and  the  same  Spirit  of 
Grace,  which  guided  her  through  the  "  dark  valley  and 
shadow  of  death,"  and  the  same  Saviour  on  whose  arm 
of  love  to  lean  in  hours  of  need.  Be  persuaded,  there- 
fore, to  tread  in  her  footsteps,  and  to  copy  her  example, 
so  far  as  she  followed  and  imitated  Christ.  Thus  shall 
this  affliction,  and  all  others  which  you  may  be  called  to 
endure,  work  in  you  the  "  peaceable  fruits  of  righteous- 
ness," and  "  work  out  for  you  a  far  more  exceeding  and 
eternal  weight  of  glory,"  conducing  to  your  everlasting 
welfare  in  worlds  beyond  the  skies. 

Doubtless,  this  young  man  is  ready  to  cry  out,  with 
one  of  ancient  times,  "  Have  pity  upon  me,  have  pity 
upon  me,  0  ye,  my  friends,  for  the  hand  of  the  Lord 
hath  touched  me!"  Well,  my  dear  Sir,  we  do  "  pity  " 
you  from  the  very  bottom  of  our  hearts,  and  would  fain 
impart  unto  you,  and  unto  all  who  were  bound  to  the 
deceased  by  the  ties  of  blood  relationship  and  undying 
affection,  some  substantial  and  permanent  consolation. 
The  Lord  have  compassion  on  all  connected  with  this 
band  of  mourners,  causing  his  providential  dealings, 
whether  of  adversity  or  of  prosperity,  to  conspire 
together  in  fitting  you  for  his  kingdom  of  bright  glory 
above,  where  long-divided  friends,  who  "  die  in  the 
Lord,"  can  meet  to  part  no  more  forever.  Thus  shall 
you  have  occasion  hereafter  to  exclaim,  "It  is  good  for 
us  that  we  have  been  afflicted  ;  before  we  were  afflicted 
we  went  astray,  but  now  have  we  learned  to  obey  God's 
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requirements,  and  walk  in  wisdom's  narrow  path  of  life 
eternal." 

To  each  and  every  one  who  has  taken  pains  to  assem- 
ble with  this  congregation  to-day,  whether  young  or 
old,  converted  or  unconverted,  let  me  say,  before  con- 
cluding, Prepare  to  meet  thy  God  !  Prepare  to  meet  thy 
God  ! !    Prepare  to  meet  thy  God  ! ! ! 

How  loud  and  alarming  the  voices  now  issuing,  not 
only  from  yonder  burying-ground,  but  from  the  vacated 
seats  of  many  of  our  departed  friends,  saying,  with 
startling  tones  of  solemn  earnestness,  "  Soon  the  places 
which  now  know  you  will  know  you  no  more."  "Be  ye 
also  ready,  for  in  such  an  hour  as  ye  think  not,  the  Son 
of  Man  cometh." 

When  you  come  to  the  last  half-hour  of  life,  you'll 
find  it  no  trifling  matter  to  lay  down  and  die  !  You  will 
most  certainly  need  some  mighty  sustaining  principle  in 
the  day  that  God  taketh  away  the  soul.  Nothing  can 
calm  your  troubled  mind  on  the  breaking  brink  of  eter- 
nity, or,  more  properly  speaking,  the  crumbling  verge 
of  time,  but  a  consciousness  of  a  pardon  through  sorrow 
for  sin,  and  faith  in  Jesus.  If  you  found  your  hope  of 
forgiveness,  acceptance,  and  salvation,  on  any  other 
basis,  it  will  be  like  a  deceitful  reed,  that  pierces  the 
hand  which  leans  upon  it ;  it  will  prove  as  the  spider's 
web  at  the  giving  up  of  the  ghost ;  yea,  it  will  be  like 
a  superstructure  reared  aloft  upon  the  shifting  sands. 
The  trump  of  judgment,  and  the  thunders  of  the  final 
clay,  will  rock  it  all  to  atoms  !  But  trusting  in  the  aton- 
ing merits  of  an  all-sufficient  Saviour,  and  performing 
those  good  works,  which  are  the  fruits  of  penitence  and 

2* 


22 


of  love,  you  shall  be  borne  forward  through  the  anguish 
of  dissolution,  and  have  your  expiring  hour  irradiated 
with  the  blessed  light  of  a  promised  immortality  ! 

My  friends,  look  not  for  undisturbed  repose  on  earth. 
While  hoping  for  the  best,  and  thankful  if  it  come,  be 
ready  for  the  worst  that  may  befal  your  earthly  lot.  See 
that  you  enjoy  the  comforts  of  true  religion,  and  by 
calm,  unwavering  trust  in  God,  through  the  merits  of 
His  Son,  maintain  that  Christian  cheerfulness  so  desira- 
ble while  passing  through  this  lowly  vale  of  tears.  Then 
may  it  be  said  with  appropriateness,  at  the  time  of  your 
departure  from  the  world  : 

"  Give  forth  thy  chime,  thou  solemn  belL, 
Thou  grave,  unfold  thy  lonely  cell ; 
O  earth !    receive  upon  thy  breast 
The  weary  traveller  to  his  rest. 
O  God !  extend  thy  arms  of  love, 
A  spirit  seeketh  thee  above ! 
Ye  heavenly  palaces,  unclose, 
Receive  the  weary  to  repose  ! " 

The  gospel  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ  con- 
tains a  sovereign  balm  for  every  human  ill.  To  that  I 
bid  you  all  now  seek  for  present  support  and  future  joy. 
Dear  hearers,  bear  in  mind  that  ' '  the  time  is  short.  It 
remaineth,  therefore,  that  those  who  have  wives  be  as 
though  they  had  none  ;  and  those  who  rejoice,  as  though 
they  rejoiced  not ;  and  those  who  weep,  as  though  they 
wept  not ;  and  those  who  buy,  as  though  they  possessed 
not ;  and  those  who  use  the  world  as  not  abusing  it  ; 
for  the  fashion  of  this  world  passeth  away." 
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Philip,  king  of  Macedon,  it  is  said,  employed  a  crier 
to  call  at  the  door  of  his  chamber  every  morning,  and  ex- 
claim, " Philip!  remember  that  thou  art  mortal!" 
And  it  requires  no  great  stretch  of  the  imagination  to 
suppose  that  we  can  evermore  hear,  as  if  sounding  aloud, 
these  solemn  admonitions:  "Remember  that  thou  art 
mortal.  Set  thine  house  in  order,  for  thou  shalt  die,  and 
not  live."  How  affecting  and  how  forceful  the  lines 
inscribed  on  one  of  the  tomb-stones  at  Mount  Auburn : 
"  This  is  the  state  of  man  ;  to  day  he  puts  forth  the 
tender  leaves  of  hope  ;  to-morrow  blossoms  ;  the  third 
day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost,  and  nips  his  root!  " 
And  well  may  the  poet's  language  be, 

"  Good  God  !  on  what  a  slender  thread  hang  everlasting  things !" 

While  seated  in  my  study-room  at  Stoneham  yester- 
day, pondering  on  what  I  ought  to  say  in  your  hearing 
to-day,  a  voice  seemed  to  ring  in  my  ears,  saying,  "  Cry, 
cry  aloud  to  the  people  of  Dracut !  "  and  I  said,  "  Lord, 
what  shall  I  cry?  "  and  the  voice  replied,  in  the  expres- 
sive words  of  Holy  Writ,  "  All  flesh  is  as  grassland  all 
the  goodliness  of  man  as  the  flower  of  the  field.  The 
grass  wither  eth,  and  the  flower  fadeth  ;  but  the  word  of 
the  Lord  endureth  forever." 


LINES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  SISTER. 


•  Heaven  was  all  bright  and  beautiful  before, 
But  now  another  precious  gem  I  see, 

Upon  the  crown  of  Him,  who  evermore 
Shall  sway  a  sceptre  through  immensity. 


Another  star  adorns  that  cloudless  sky, 

Which  overarches  the  great  Central  Throne, 

In  its  ascent,  it  seems  like  light  to  fly, 
Up  to  the  altitudes  to  us  unknown. 

Another  guest  is  in  those  palace  halls, 

Where  angels  gather,  and  the  ransomed  wait, 

Where  heavenly  light  in  matchless  glory  falls, 
And  Zion's  Sovereign  sits  in  robes  of  state. 


Another  harp  to  dying  love  is  strung  ; 

Another  voice  joins  in  the  choral  strains  ; 
Another  form,  in  vigor  ever  young, 

Glides  o'er  the  golden  streets  and  heavenly  plains. 
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Another  worshipper  that  circle  meets, 

Which  we  once  knew  in  friendship's  early  days ; 
The  loved  ones,  gone  before,  with  smiles  she  greets, 

And  sweetly  blended  is  their  song  of  praise. 

Though  earth  seems  dreary,  since  her  sudden  flight, 
Heaven  has  new  charms  to  us  who  still  remain ; 

If  faithful  to  our  God  till  Death's  dark  night, 
In  life's  bright  morn  we'll  surely  meet  again. 

There  is  a  morn  to  which  no  night  shall  come ; 

A  life  which  death  shall  ne'er  again  invade ; 
A -place  where  pious  kindred  find  a  home;  — 

There  meet  we  those  who  in  the  grave  are  laid." 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  ONE  WE  LOVE. 


"  Gone  to  the  grave  !     She  meekly  kissed  the  rod, 
And  went  with  angels  to  an  endless  rest ; 
There  dwells  her  spirit  pure,  henceforth  with  God, 
Here  the  green  turf  swells  o'er  her  peaceful  breast. 

Gone  to  her  grave !     Alas !  how  much  of  love 
And  meek  simplicity  from  earth  have  flown ! 

But  she  hath  found  a  holier  home  above, 
And  tastes  delights  to  mortals  all  unknown. 

We  stand  to  weep  where  snowy  marbles  press 
The  turf  that  wraps  her  frail  and  crumbling  clay ! 

We  weep,  and  wish,  and  half  the  wish  express, 
She  had  not  passed  so  soon  from  earth  away. 

But  hence,  away,  ye  selfish  griefs  and  tears  ! 

Since  faith  unfolds  the  portals  of  the  tomb, 
And  shows  beyond  that  life  of  endless  year, 

Her  spirit  lives  in  its  eternal  home. 

Yea,  rather  let  our  hearts  most  thankful  be, 

That  she  hath  reached  so  soon  the  blissful  land, 

Where  sin  and  death  come  not,  where,  pure  and  free, 
The  'just  made  perfect'  in  God's  presence  stand." 


